GRANADA AND THE ALHAMBRA

The city of Granada is assured of enduring re'
membrance. There it lies, like a sea-shell, its cup'
like uega fringed with mountains; and whoever
listens intently may still hear sweet, faint music.
Music, with a theme of saddest thought singing
the tragic downfall of a great race; music that
now wails over fratricidal strife, and now grows
wild with shameful memories of defeat and dis'
honor, and anon dies away into sighings of heart"
broken regret. For these streets of Granada have
witnessed strange sights. Once the capital of the
Moorish empire in Spain, an empire which at
one time extended over more than half the Penin'
sula, Granada was doomed to fall because its king
would war with his own son while the invading
army of Christians was encamped under its very
walls. Disunion brought disaster, and the empire
of the Moors, which had endured for 700 years,
was swept away by the last, highest wave of
Catholic Christian fanaticism, while, had it re-
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